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THE CAMBRO-BRITON. 4&1 

Pa un ai ci a genyw hydd, 

Ai rhwyd gan. vaedd rhwygedig sydd— 

I ti pleth eiddew, tal doetn ael, 

Yr anvarwoldeb vydd yn cael ; 

Gwasgodiad ac yr oergled goed, 

Y tylwyth teg gaa ysgawn droeol 

Yn Uamu, ac eUyJlan llvyn, 

A'm neiUduant i o werin mryn, 

Duwiesiu cerdd na roddent rail 

I'r pibau ac i'r tannau pall ; 

Ond, gyda beirdd os enwir vi, 

Vy mhen hyd ser a geisia vri. Prydeiniad. 

ENGLISH POETRY. 

" ■«— ■ i ■ 

TRANSLATION OF THE PRECEDING LINES FROM 
CYNDDELW* TO OWAIN CYVEILIOG t. 



Nunc ett bibendum. — HOR. 



Yonder, Digoll's hill beside, 

Owain's frequent horn J goes round, 
As, in never ebbing tide, 

Sparkling wine and mead abound. 

» Cynddelw was among the mo8t noted of the Welsh poets of the twelfth 
century, during the latter half of which period be is said to have flourished. 
He was, as appears from this poem, chief hard to Owain Cyveiliog ; and his 
former fame may be inferred from the appellation of Cynddelw Brydydd 
Mawr, or Cynddelw the Great Bard, by which he was generally distinguished. 
There are about forty of his pieces preserved in the Welsh Archaiology, and 
most of them of considerable' length. The «n« here translated is among the 
shortest, and seems to have been composed on the occasion of some of those 
Bacchanalian festivities, not infrequent, as may be collected from other testi- 
mony, with the Princes of Powys, and particularly Owain Cyveiliog. 

f Owain Cyveiliog was Prince of Powys during the close of the twelfth 
century: and he was not only a prince but a poet, as well as a general patron 
of the bards. A fine effusion of his muse, under the title of Hirlas, or the 
Drinking Horn, is printed in the Archaiology, and versions of which, both 
in Latin and English, have already appeared. This poem confirms the con-> 
elusion, which may be drawn from the lines of Cynddelw, here translated, 
that Owain was one of the most convivial and hospitable of the Welsh 
princes. He died in the year 1 1 97. 

J The Hirlas, or drinking bora, was generally tipped with silver or gold: 
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28* THE CAMBRO-BRITON. 

Hither flows the precious stream, 

Gift of his fair hand to me : 
He at hoard and field supreme, 

I his chief of minstrelsy*. 

Bounteous still shall he bestow 

Goblets crown' d with mantling wine: 
Lleision's warrior lord ! I know. 

Teeming bowls will e'er be thine. 

Gentle Owain, gladly still 

Swell thy cups near Havren'sf side ; 
Soul of mildness, liberal will, 

Still I see thy bounty glide. 

Gentle Owain, though thy ire 

On the foe like lightning speed, 
Mead-horns thy brave host inspire, 

Thy full horns of generous mead. 

Lo, the chieftain's sparkling store 

Circles 'neath the moonlight beam '. 
Proud though Hirrryn'sJ eagles soar, 

Prouder we near Havren's stream. 

Lo, it comes! the golden flask, 

Borne by Owain's bounteous hand ; 
Splendid is the bearer's task, 

Richer boon no kings command. 

But, see him now ascend his car ; 

What foe, so lion-like, so bold, 
Shall dare, amid the thick'ning war, 

To strike, with fruitless lance, his mail of gold? 

V 

the one, here alluded to, appears to have been ornamented with the lattet 
metal a» well from an expression towards the close of these lines, as from 
the following in the poem of Owain Cyyeiliog himself, adTerted to in the 
preceding note : — 

«« Dywallaw di 'r com argy nvelyn." 

Pour out the horn with the glistening yellow top. 

* The original is Ptncerdd, of whose office an account may be seen, in the 
Laws of Hywel Dda, in a preceding part of this Number. 
f The Severn. J The name of a mountain. 



